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ing at the tipper windows, where they had been seen
by the President, who took off his hat to them, which
they insisted was better than all we had seen. From
the Bank to the President's house for a long while, the
crowd rendered a passage for us impossible. Some went
into the Cashier's parlour, where we found a number
of ladies and gentlemen and had cake and wine in
abundance. In about an hour, the pavement was clear
enough for us to walk. Your father, Mr. Wood, Mr.
Ward, Mr. Lyon, with us, we set off to the President's
House, but on a nearer approach found an entrance im-
possible, the yard and avenue was compact with living
matter. The day was delightful, the scene animating,
so we walked backward and forward at every turn meet-
ing some new acquaintance and stopping to talk and
shake hands. Among others we met Zavr. Dickinson
with Mr. Prelinghuysen and Dr. Elniendorf, and Mr.
Saml Bradford. We continued promenading here, until
near three, returned home unable to stand and threw
ourselves on the sopha. Some one came and informed
us the crowd before the President's house, was so far
lessened, that they thought we might enter. This time
we effected our purpose. But what a scene did we wit-
ness ! The Majesty of the People had disappeared, and
a rabble, a mob, of boys, negros, women, children,
scrambling fighting, romping. What a pity what a pity!
No arrangements had been made no police officers
placed on duty and the whole house had been inundated
by the rabble mob. We came too late. The President,
after having been literally nearly pressed to death and
almost suffocated and torn to pieces by the people in their
eagerness to shake hands with Old Hickory, had re-
treated through the back way or south front and had
escaped to his lodgings at Gadsby's. Cut glass and foot and of carriages of all kinds,
